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THE TATLER 


New Year 


New Year Resolutions. 


ESTERDAY was the day for 
making good resolutions for 1907 ; 
to-day is the day for breaking 


them. I have been favoured with 
a list of the resolutions of eminent men at 
home and abroad. 


Resolved. 

Sit: Henry Camp- To smash the Lords. 
bell-Bannerman. 

Lord Lansdowne - To smash C.-B. 

Mr. Augustine Bir-- Not to bring in 


rell. another Education 
Bill. 

The Archbishop of Not to throw out 

Canterbury. another Education 


Bill. 
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Cabinet Changes. 
r. Bryce, it seems, is to go as British 
ambassador to the United States. 
Should this be impracticable he will pro- 
bably be appointed American ambassador 

to Great Britain. 


The Sandwich Man. 
M« Chiozza Money, M.P., the Italian 
gentleman who grinds the Free- 
trade organ, wants to abolish the sand- 
wich man because the latter ‘“ degrades 
his body” by making it into an advertise- 
ment. But how does it degrade a man to 
carry a poster on his back instead of a 
Free-trade or trade-union banner in 
Hyde Park? In each case the man turns 
himself into a substitute for a hoarding. 


His OuTM\EeS SHOULD 
BE MADE. MORE_ 
PpLeasant. 
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And Some 
Wishes. 


A Calling Unrefined. ~ 
till let his boards attract our eyes 
To modest cheap carouses 


‘By bills that serve to advertise 


Italian eating houses. 
Scorn not his calling unrefined 
Although his pay is petty ; 
Through him our legislators find 
The way to their spaghetti. 
So leave the Briton-born his board, 
All you whose lot is sunny, 
Nor grudge his labour its reward 
Irom your Chiozza Money. 
He cs 
Vive le Schah ! 
“T*he Shah of Persia, having been dead 
some time, is now recovering rapidly. 
In virtue’ of 
this faculty 
of ~ combining 
contradictory 
conditions he 
will take the 
title of Paddy- 
shah and confer 
on his doctors 


NK : the orders of the 
YN Persian Lion 
WICK and the Irish 
— Bull. 
“Another New 
Remedy. 
here is an- 
other flam- 
ing announce- 


ment of a certain 
cure for cancer 
by the use of 
trypsin. Doc- 
tors, however, 
seem to disagree 
as to the benefit 
of the treatment, 


and _ possibly 
alter sufficient 
trumpeting in 
the press the 
new panacea 


will go the way 
of the old ones. 
Newspaper 
doctors: 


are in 
too much of a 
hurry to acclaim 
new _ remedies, 
just as practis- 
ing physicians 
are often too 
slow to admit 


their merits. 


SUGGESTIONS OFFERED BY OUR ARTIST FOR SOLVING THE RECRUITING DIFFICULTY 


The London County To clean out the rate- 
Council. payers. 

The Ratepayers - To clean out the 
EAC AC, 

To get into prison. 

To reform the middle 
classes. 

To get a majority. 

To get some meat. 

To advertise through 
the usual channels. 

The Usual Channels To be Willing to help 


The Suffragettes — - 

Father Bernard 
Vaughan. 

The Kaiser - - 

The Germans - - 

Mr. Hall Caine - 


him. 
Mr. Laurence Hous- To write his own 
man, music. 
Madame Liza Leh- To write her own 
mann. libretti. 
Mr. Frank Curzon - To write his’ own 


libretti and music. 


The Last Refuge. 


Surely the native Englishman might be 

allowed the only profession in which 
he is reasonably safe from alien competi- 
tion. He is at least honestly engaged in 
his “degraded” employment, which is 
more than can be said of many politicians. 


An Appeal. 
ake our professions and our trades, 
Omnipotent Freetraders ; 
Flood us with German Shetfield blades 
And alien invaders. 
Let all be foreign as they can, 
M.P.’s and chestnut-roasters, 
But leave us still the sandwich man 
To bear his humble posters. 


2 


An Old Saying Revised. 
ur journals wish to go ahead 
And put the latest tips in ; 
And thus, where dectors fear to tread, 
The press too often trypsin. 


New Year Wishes. 
o Aeronauts” - 
To Califor- 


A Flappy New Yeer. 
A Jappy New Year. 


nians. 
To Scots - - A Wee Drappie New 
Year. 
To the Duke of A Nappy New Year. 


Devonshire. 
To Suffragettes - 
To Spiritualists  - 
To Babies - - 


A Slappy New Year. 
A Rappy New Year. 
A Pappy New Year. 
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London, 1907. 


EDITORIAL 


January Second, 


AND GENERAL OFFICES: 
Great N2w Street, London, E.C. 


Telegraphic Address: ‘ Sbhere, London.” 


SHIPPING, TOURS, 


Be. 


POREUGAE OR MADEIRA: 


Winter Tours 13 to 27 Days S12 to S20 inclusive. 
is Sailings every 10 days. 
TOUR—SEJOUR TO MONT’ESTORIL, 


An IDEAL WINTER RESORT NEAR LISBON. 
23 to 127 Days 4&1G5 lst Class throughout. 


BOOTHOEINE 3, ieee set tiene 
THE TATLER’S HOTEL LIST. 


BOURNEMOUTH.—Empress Hotel, The Square. Absolutely the best situated, overlooking 

the Public Gardens. An ideal spot for all seasons. Electric light. Billiard room. Special 
attention to the Catering. From £2 2s. weekly ; 8/6 per day ; Saturday till Monday, 15/-; including 
Baths, Lights, and Attendance. Table d'Héte. Separate Tables. Tel.: 0984. Illustrated Tariff. 


BoOvRNEMOUTH. ‘*Elvaston.’’ West Cliff. Pension. Best position on sea front. 


BRAEMAR. Fife Arms Hotel. Centre of Scottish Highlands. 


COLCHESTER.—The Cups. Posting and Motor Garage. E. J. Harr, Proprietor. 


LEAMINGTON SPA.—Regent Hotel. 


and refurnished. 


Reconstructed 
Resident 


: : The most charming in the provinces. 
Unique Winter and Hunting Quarters. Lift. Large Garage. 


Park. Every comfort and luxury. 


Enclosed suites with private bath-room. 
terms from 10/6 per day. 


En pension 


LYMINGTON.—The Londesborough. Central for New Forest and Isle of Wight. 


ARGATE.—Cliftonville Hydro. Fullylicensed. Finest position, facing seaand Oval. Electric 
light and lift. Roof garden. Billiards (2 tables). First class cuisine and wines. Within easy 
distance of golf links. Motor garage in grounds of Hotel. Turkish, Dowsing and Electric baths. 
Special week-end tickets from Messrs. Cook & Sons—Saturday to Monday, £ Friday to Monday, 
£2 10s., including Ist class railway fare and full board. Special terms for lengthened stay during 
Spring and early Summer. For Tariff apply Manager. 


PERTH. Station Hotel. Covered way. Artruur Foster, Manager. 


SCARBORO’.—The Gainsborough Private Hotel. South Cliff. Delightfully situated. En 
pension. Table d’Hote. Telegrams: ‘ Cantab, Scarborough.’' Nat. Tel. 0202. 


G OUTHAMPTON.—The Dolphin. Motor Garage. Inspection Pit and Petrol Stores. 


ESTON-SUPER-MARE.—Week end at Grand Atlantic Hotel. Garage. 
Do. Leete's Private Hotels. Telephone 0297. 
Do. Royal Hotel, for comfort. Re-furnished. 
Do. For Bracing Atlantic Breezes. 


Electric light. Garage. 
Booklet, stamp, Phillput, Stationer. 


YOUR SUBSCRIPTION TO “THE TATLER.” 


AT HOME. 
Twelve months - - - - - £1 8s. 2d. 
Six months - - - = - - l4s, 1d. 
Three months - = - - - 7s. 1d. 
ABROAD, 
Twelve months S 2 = i = £1 19s. 0d: 
Six months - - - - - - 19s. 6d. 
Three months - - - - - 9s. 9d. 


The above rates do not include extra numbers. 


es Newerarers for foreign parts may be posted at any time, irrespective of the departure of 
e mails. 


THE TATLER has now been entered as Second-class Matter at the New York, N.Y. 
Post Office, 1903. 


; Subscriptions must be paid in advance, direct to the Publishing Office. Great New Street, 
in English money, by cheques crossed ‘‘The London & Westminster Rank": or by Post- 
Office Orders payable at the Fleet Street Post Office to the Proprietors of ‘THe TATLER,” 
Great New Street, London, E.C 
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RURY LANE THEATRE ROYAL. Managing Director, ARTHUR CoLLins, 
Twice Daily at 1.30 and 7.30. 
SINDBAD. 


WALTER PASSMORE, HARRY RANDALL, HARRY FRAGSON, FRED EMNEY, 
ARTHUR CONQUEST; QUEENIE LEIGHTON, and MARIE GEORGE, 


IS MAJESTY S THEATRE. MR. TREE, 
EVERY EVENING at 8, Shakespeare's 
ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 


Antony - - - Mr. TREE. 
Cleopatra - . Miss CONSTANCE COLLIER. 


MATINEES EVERY WEDNESDAY AND SATURDAY at 2. 
Box Office (Mr. Watts) open daily 10 to 10. 


MR. ARTHUR BOURCHIER, 

EVERY EVENING at 8.30. Lessee and Manager. 

THE MORALS OF MARCUS 
A Play in 4 Acts, by WiLLtam J. Locke. 
MATINEE EVERY WEDNESDAY and SATURDAY at 2.30. 

a 
AIETY THEATRE. Manager, Mr. 

EVERY EVENING at 8 (Doors open 7.40). 

THE NEW ALADDIN (a Musical Extravagance). 

MAT, EVERY WED. & SAT. at 2 (Doors open 1.40). Box Office open 10 till 10. 


GaEEicK 


GrEoRGE EpWARDEs, 


YRIC THEATRE. MR. LEWIS WALLER, 


Lessee, Mr. William Greet. Under the Management of Mr. Tom B. Davis. 


EVERY EVENING at 8. 
ROBIN HOOD. By Henry Hamitron and WittiaM Deverecx. ROBIN HOOD, 
MATINEE EVERY 


WEDNESDAY & SATURDAY at 2. 


T. JAMES’S, KING STREET, PALL MALL, 

EVERY EVENING at 8.15 (366th time). MATINEE, WeEpNEsSDAYS AND SATURDAYS at 2, 
HIS HOUSE IN ORDER, By A. W. PINERO. 

Mr. GEORGE ALEXANDER. Miss IRENE VANBRUGH. Telephone: 3903 Gerrard. 


[20 N:D'O'N HIPPODROME. 


TWICE DAILY. 
At 2and 8 p.m. 


AN ENTERTAINMENT OF UNEXAMPLED BRILLIANCE. 


FE MPIRE, LEICESTER SQUARE, W.C. “THE DEBUTANTE.” 
New Grand Ballet. Mdlle. GENEE, Premiére Danseuse. 
“BURNING TO SING.” 
ARTHUR PRINCE, GEORGE LASHWOOD. And Selected Variety Programme. 
EVERY EVENING at 8.0. Manager, Mr. H. J. Hircuins, 


STAMMERING. 


THE severest and most obstinate cases can now be perfectly and permanently 


CURED by one who has cured himself, after stammering for ten years. 
INTERVIEW ON WRITTEN APPLICATION. RESIDENT PUPILS TAKEN, 
Mr. A. C. SCHNELLE, 119, Bedford Court Mansions, London, W.C. 


BOOKS RECEIVED BY “THE TATLER” 


Publishers are requested to attach the price io all books sent 


Nature's Carot SInceRS. By Richard Kearton. Photographs by Cherry Kearton. (Cassell,) 
Peter Pan. ls. net. (Chatto & Windus.) 

Experiences or Mack. By Himself. (Drance.) 

RECORDS OF AN OLD VICARAGE. By Robert Yates Whytehead. 6s. (John Long.) 

Tue Mitt on THE Fioss. By George Eliot. 3s. 6d. net. (Blackwood.) 

A History oF Dancinc. By Reginald St. Johnston. 3s. 6d. (Simpkin, Marshall.) 


Maisie’s Disco y. By Bessie Marchant. 5s. (Collins.) 


BARBARA IN Brittany. By A. E. Gillie. 2s. 6d. (Collins.) 
Tur Mascorre oFtSuNnnySIDE. By E. L. Haverfield. 6s. (Collins.) 
Wiru Byron In IraLy. By Anna Benneson McMahan. $s. net. (Fisher Unwin.) 


THE TATLER can be obtained in Paris at 
GALIGNANI’S LIBRARY, 224, Rue de Rivoli; 
W. H. SMITH & SON, 248, Rue de Rivoli; 
and at all important News Stands and Railway Bookstalls on the Continent, 
In Germany and Ausirta THE TATLER can be obtained at the various 
Depots in each town of the Saartach News Agency. 


VOLUMES I. to XXI. of 
Slee rae Eee. A Ae Se Le EES 


Handsomely bound in Cloth gilt, 12/6 each. 


Binding Cases for any of the above Volumes can now be obtaincd, 
price 2/6 each. 


THIS COUPON-INSURANCE-TICKET MUST NOT BE DETACHED. 


WILL be paid by The Ocean Accident and Guarantee Corporation, 
£2 000 Limited, Principal Office, Nos. 36 to 44, Moorgate Street, London, 

5 E.C., to the legal personal representative of the bond fide holder of this 
C91) 011-Insurance-Ticket if such holder shall be killed by an accident within 
the United Kingdom to any Railway Company's passenger-train in which such holder is travelling 
as an ordinary ticket-bearing passenger, season-ticket holder, or trader's ticxet-holder. 


Provided that the above undertaking is subject to the following special conditions, which are af 


the essence of the contract, viz. :— 
(a) That death result within one month after the accident, (6) that such holder's usual signature shall have beet 
written in ink or pencil, in the space provided underneath, before the accident, (c) that notice of tt 
accident be given to the Corporation at its Principal Office in I.ondon within fourteen days after its occurrent 
(d) that medical certificates and other information be furnished by the person claiming upon request { the 
same by the Corporation, and (e) that this Insurance applies only to persons over twelve and under seventy 
years of age, is limited to one Coupon-Insurance Ticket for each holder, and holds good for the current wee* 


of issue only. x im 
This THeeance entitles the holder to the benefit of, and is subject to, the conditions of the 


“Ocean ACCIDENT AND GUARANTEE CoMPAny, LIMITED, Act, 1890,'’ Risks Nos. 2 and 3, when 
they are not incompatible with the special conditions above stated. 

The possession of this Coupon-Insurance-Ticket ts adnitted to be the payment of a premium unde 
Section 33 of the Act. A Print of the Act can be seen at the Principal Office of the Corporation. 

Week of issue, from January 2, 1907. 

Signature a New 

Subscribers paying yearly or half-yearly in advance either direct_to the Publisher, or (0! 
Newsagent. are not reavired to sign the above Coupon-Insurance-Ticket, but will be held covered 
_—_— ——— - : ; 4 * : vatitienten 
under the terms of same during the currency of their Subscriptions, provided that a certificé A 
this effect be obtained. This can be done by forwarding a stamped addressed envelope accompanie 
by the Newsagent’s receipt and two penny stamps, for registration, to 

THE OCEAN ACCIDENT & GUARANTEE GORPORATION, Ltd. 


: '' 36-44, Moorgate Street, London, E.C. 


apels RATE OF POSTAGE FOR THIS WEEK’S TATLER is as follove 
anywhere in the United Kingdom 4d. per copy irrespective of weight. To any or Fe 
part of the world the rate would be 4d. FOR EVERY TWO OUNCES, Care should there! 
be taken to correctly WEIGH AND STAMP all copies before forwarding. 
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Railway 
Tragedy. 


faa & a 


THE SCOTCH RAILWAY DISASTER—THE OVERTURNED EXPRESS AT ELLIOT JUNCTION 


In a blinding snowstorm the Scotch express on the North British Railway dashed into a stationary local passenger train at Elliot Junction, 
some thirty miles north of Dundee, with disastrous results 


A GENERAL VIEW OF THE SMASH (IN WHICH TWENTY-ONE WERE KILLED) SHOWING THE WRECKAGE AMID THE SNOW 


The cause of the accident is still a mystery, but the general opinion is that blinding snow obscured the signals with the result that the express crashed 
into the local train brought to a standstill by the blizzard 
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“ibaa By Captain Harry Graham. 


Brilliant Self-manufacture. 

‘NDREW CARNEGIE is perhaps the 
most brilliant example of unas- 
sisted self-manufacture that the 
world has ever produced. By 
his own colossal enterprise he has soared 
above his fellows ; he has risen on stepping 
stones of their dead selves (as the poet 
felicitously remarks) to a pinnacle of 
opulence and distinction whose altitude 
constitutes a record in the annals of our 
time. 


Some New Lights on History. 
Plate fiddled while Rome was burning ; 

Caractacus held the bridge of the 
Tiber against all comers; Damocles 
allowed a famished fox to gnaw his vitals 
for no particular object except self-adver- 
tisement; I.ycander swam the Hellespont 
daily in order to keep an assignation he 
had made with Nero; Balbus built a wall ; 
Romulus and Juliet were mothered by a 
she wolf whose opportune cackling saved 
the Roman Capitol; George Washington 
discovered America; Max Beerbohm dis- 
covered Venice; Mr. William Gillett of 
the Bachelors’ Club discovered Radium ; 
Father Vaughan discovered Society ; 
Shakspere and Hall Caine provided suit- 
able backgrounds for the art of Mr. Tree 
and Mr. Arthur Collins. 


3 He % 


Makers of Greatness—Selected. 
he heroes of every age—Napoleon, Ran- 
jitsinhji, Milton, William Whiteley, 
Socrates, Eugen Sandow, Tolstoy, Hero- 
dotus, Alfred Austin, and Harry Lauder— 
each and all did something to further the 
cause of civilisation, to increase the gaiety 
of nations, or to set their stamp upon every 
yard of the centuries which they adorned. 
But it has been left to Andrew Carnegie 
of Pittsburg, Pa., and Skibo, Suth., to 
impose a debt of gratitude upon the whole 
American-speaking world by demonstrat- 
ing how sublimely a man may rise from 
small beginnings to the attainment of the 
loftiest ideals. 


Andrew’s Appurtenances. 
very man who has paid a visit to Skibo 
Castle, whether in the capacity of 
honoured guest or as a friend of the butler 
or by paying ts. at the turnstile, must be 
struck by the magnificence of this palatial 
residence, standing in its own park-like 
grounds within two miles of the railway 
station, with spacious bedrooms, plenteous 
offices, hot and cold water on every floor, 
electric light in the basement, and all the 
modern improvements. 


te ie tt 


A Stroll Round. 
he sea used to come up to within a 
hundred yards of the dining-room 
window until the lord of the manor 
objected with an eloquence that King 
Canute might well have envied. Lobsters 
could be caught before breakfast on the 
lawn until a policeman was stationed at 
the garden gate with strict orders only to 
admit bearers of pink tickets. Would that 
Thad the time to pilot my readers from 
end to.end of this remarkable domain. I 
would lead them from the library (a free 
one, of course) through an early-Victorian 
boudoir to the state bedroom, which is 
tastefully decorated in a style that is, I 
believe, known as “late Pullman.” 


Swimming Bath and Great Hall. 
! | ‘hereafter, vid the swimming bath (where 
guests are encouraged to emulate the 


‘methods of the playful porpoise before 


dressing for dinner), we find ourselves in 
the great hall, where a huge musical in- 
strument which combines the sonorous 
polyphony of the organ with the bicyclic 
properties of the pianola renders conversa- 
tion inaudible unless carried on with the 
aid of the megaphones thoughtfully pro- 
vided ee a Estey Hose 


A Skibonic Secret. 
here is, however, one room into which 
I cannot usher you. As at Glamis, 


_ Rufford, and the other haunted homes of 


england, there is a chamber at Skibo 
which none may enter. You may implore 
me to show you the smoking-room; I 
cannot do so. Threats, entreaties, all are 
useless. And for a very simple reason. 
There is no smoking-room. It does not 
exist. Visitors to Skibo Castle who wish 
to indulge in the harmless luxury of a 
pipe must join the gardener in the tool 
shed, the coachman in the loose box, cr 
the odd man in the boot hole, and commit 
their pardonable excesses in a clandestine 
fashion far from the eye of their host. 


Sarony 
MISS DOROTHY GRIMSTON 


Miss Grimston is a very talented young actress 
who has done some good work at West-end 
houses, notably in ‘‘A Wife Without a Smile” and 
in ‘The Cricket on the Hearth.” Recently she has 
been playing the difficult part of the ill-starred 
heroine in ‘East Lynne,’’ made famous by her 
mother, Mrs. Kendal, many years ago. Miss Grim- 
ston is the wife of Mr. B. A. Meyer, the theatrical 
manager 
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The Awful Fate of the Nicotinian. 


At’ guest whom the laird of Skibo dis- 

covers contaminating the atmosphere 
of the castle with the fumes of tobacco is 
hounded to the station in a two-wheeled 
dogeart without being given time to: pack 
his tooth brush—any personal effects which 
he may leave behind him in his flight 
being either cast into the sea or put up 
for auction at the annual rummage sale 
for which Susleoy is oceans famous. 


A Word te the Wise. 


Andrew Carnegie is a man of few pre- 
judices. ‘There is, however, one topic 
of conversation which is taboo at the 
castle. As it is unwise at Chatsworth to 
mention the subject of insomnia, as it is 
unsafe at Greeba or Lowther castles to 
discuss the respective merits of Miss 
Corelli or the laiser, so at Skibo it 
is positively dangerous to speak with 
any enthusiasm upon military matters. 
Carnegie is essentially a man of peace. 
His fortune is founded upon the manufac- 
ture of steel, in itself a peaceful industry 
unless perverted to base ends by such firms 
as Krupp or Vickers Maxim. He has no 
sympathy with the arts of Bellicosa. 


A Dangerous Subject. 

uestions of international disagreement 
~ should, in his opinion, be settled in 
the cashier’s office ; subjects of diplomatic 
dissension should be left to the fell arbitra- 
ment of the dollar bill. Andrew will ever 
be the Jast man, as Shakspere styles it, to 
“cry ‘haddocks!’ and let slip the dogs 
of war!’ Any reference to a soldier sends 
his temperature up at least two degrees 
Fahrenheit, and he has publicly lamented 
the fact that many of Scotland’s noblest 
and best have joined the ranks of the 
British Army instead of staying in Glasgow 
to celebrate the Sabbath with both feet on 
the table in the old hieland fashion. 


A Thorough Scot. 
(_amegie is probably the most American 
man in England and the most English 
He is certainly the-most 
(What does this mean? 
—Ep. Frankly, 1 do not know.—H. G.) 
He has written a classic entitled The 
Gospel of Wealth, in which he demon- 
strates the true happiness of poverty and 
exposes the misery of affluence, which 
grinds the faces of the rich and forces them 
to bear an intolerable burden of wealth, 
whose weight, nevertheless, they nobly 
decline to share with their more penurious 
fellow citizens. It is said, on I know not 
what authority, that it is the ambition of 
his life to sit in the House of Lords in 
order that he ney enjoy the privilege of 
referring familiarly to Mr. Edmund Gosse 
as “ our pbranaoa 


man in America. 
Scottish in both. 


An Unfinished Portrait. 
will devote the brief space now at my 
disposal to a description of the Steel 
King as he appears upon the picture 
post cards which beautify the windows of 
all respectable stationers in the Fulham 
Road. But stay; why should I waste my 
time adorning the lily, painting the gnat, 
and gilding the camel? Beauty, as has 
been said by a cleverer man than I—if 
such a thing be conceivable — is but 
skintight after all. 
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2+?  Vhe Daughter 
Duke. 


THE LATEST PORTRAIT OF LADY MARJORIE MANNERS 


Lady Marjorie is the eldest daughter of the Duke of Rutland, who until recently was Marquis of Granby. Lady Marjorie is 
remarkably pretty and made much stir in society when she came out four years ago. This was probably not a little due to 


the popularity and accomplishments of her parents. The duke is well known in society and politics, and is an ardent 

sportsman, a good golfer, and first-rate fisherman. The duchess represents the woman of society at her best. She is 

artistic in everything, and her graces and accomplishments are many. She is a good sculptor and an excellent portrait- 
painter 
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By M. Sterling 
6° MacHKinlay. 


Some After-Dinner Mishaps. 


A Mansion House Luncheon. 
HE holiday season suggests many 
painful episodes associated with 


eating. But the tragedies con- 
nected with food and drink are 


not always internal. I remember going 
to a certain lunch party at the Mansion 
House once at which quite the contrary 
happened. I found myself placed next to 
one of the under sheriffs, and passed the 
time most pleasantly in hearing all about 
the other guests. It was one of those City 
gatherings at which everyone was a 
worshiplul something of this or a deputy 
something else of that, or else an alderman, 
whose general contour suggested the cour- 
tesy title of ek our Rotundity. 


All’s Well—— 
as Say,” said the lady with a twinkle in 
her eye, “it’s a good joke on all of 
us, and I guess I shan’t ever forget it. We 
knew all the time what had “happened. 
Why, we saw the remains of the dinner 
on a tray in the hall as we were coming 
in.” Had the guests been of almost any 
other nationality the evening might haye 
ended in a very different way. As it was, 
they burst out laughing, and as they 
vanished from sight in the lift intermittent 
bubbles of mirth continued to float up 
from below, for one does not need to be 
reminded that the American dearly loves 
a good joke. 


A Tragedy. 
8 o try this rich creamy butter,” said 
Violet as she gobbled some up. 
Alas, she had barely uttered the words 
when she was rolling on the cloth in her 
death agony. ‘That creamy richness was 
not natural; it was the result of—(here 
every little boy and girl grocer may give 
his or her favourite adulteration). 

“ How lovely that beer looks,” remarked 
Lily as she took asip. Alas, after smack- 
ing her lips she took a deep draught and— 
fell down dead. Here every little boy and 
girl brewer may guess what the beer had 
been doctored with, 

“Oh, how ripping that tinned meat 

looks; Tm going to have a 


Hot Milk, Sir? 
Dessert was over, and coffee 
was brought in by several 
gorgeous super - footmen, all 
chest and calves, who mov ed in 
solemn procession round the 
table with chin held high in 
air. In due course a voice 
behind my neighbour queried 


in haughty tones, * Hot milk, | 
sir?” The footman was 
naturally gazing abstractedly 


heavenwards as befitted his 
exalted station. Unhappily in 
so doing he allowed the tray 
bearing a huge silver jug of 
scalding milk to tilt downwards 
at a graceful but dangerous 
angle. There’s nothing stingy 
about the Mansion House. No 
sooner had the under sheriff 
expressed a desire for hot milk 
than he received half-a-jug— 
down his neck. I should have 
laughed consumedly at the 
mishap but for one thing— 
the remainder of the milk was 
poured down mine. 


A Dinner Invitation. 
A® amusing 

happened to 
Sterling once, which she used 
to delight in recalling. One 
evening at a few minutes to 
cight, just as dinner was ended, 
there came a ring at the front 
door of her flat in Ashley Gar- 
dens. When it was opened 
there was a sish-sish of silken 
dresses, and the maid, having 


contretemps 
Antoinette 


shown the visitors into the 
drawing - room, entered the * 
dining -room and announced 


“Mrs. and Miss Silas A. Blank.” 
There was an exclamation of 
horror. ‘“ Why, they've come to 
dinner. J forgot all about it.” 
‘There was only one thing to be 
done. The contralto had to go 
in and entertain the two Bostonians as 
though nothing had happened, while the 
household went off foraging to the nearest 
restaurant. 


‘ 


Dinner Number Two. 


At last, at a quarter to nine, dinner 

number two was announced, and with 
many apologies for the lateness of the hour 
the guests were ushered into the other 


room. Later on in the evening, when it 
was time to go, Mrs. Blank let fall a 


bombshell at our feet. 


One of the 


MR. HARRY FRAGSON 


“hits” in 


A Jungle Story. 
Hee is a good story of flat life. Once 
upon a “time. —all self-respecting tales 
begin that way—there were four flies. 
And their names were Violet, L ily, Snow- 
drop, and Hydrangea, T hey were out for 
a walk, or rather for a fly, one day, and 
when it was about one o'clock they began 
to feel a bit peckish, so seeing the window 
of a flat invitingly open and a dining 
table piled up with—(here everyone may 
choose his favourite dishes)—they went 
in, sat down on the table, and began 
to feed. 


Dover Street Studios 


“‘Sindbad the Sailor,” this year’s enormously 
successful pantomime at Drury Lane, was made by Mr. Harry Fragson, 
who, it will be remembered, was one of the most popular entertainers 
in last year’s Christmas attraction at the same theatre. 

piano and stool are the objects of great amusement 


His miniature 


jolly g cood tuck i in,” cried Snow- 
drop, ‘for I regret to say she was 
very SEES 


co Ga 


Suowarou’s Death. 
You see she had not had 
the refined education of 
| —(lere every ratepayer may 
fill in the name of the most 
expensive Board school he 
knows). No sooner had Snow- 
drop “ tucked in,” as she put it 
in her vulgar way, than she, too, 


PRESEN Mar Paton eee | 


was a corpse. The meat had 
come from that bourn from 
which no traveller returns— 


save in tins. 
Poor Hydrangea felt very 
lonely without her three sisters. 
Life had no further joy; she 
would commit suicide. A cup- 
board door was open, and 
inside lay a large tin of fly 
poison. ‘“ Farewell, dear sun! 
Farewell, dear mother earth,” 
cried Hydrangea. With these 
words she ate her fill of the fly 
| poison and—lived. That was 
adulterated too. And_ that’s 

why all wise little flies confine 
| themselves oe to fly Polson: 


Art Up to Date. 
i Ae he Kaiser has evidently 
made up his mind _ to 
stamp the pages of history very 
large with his august person- 
ality and that of his descend- 
ants. In a new stained-glass 
window which has been fixed 
in the ancient cathedral at 
_ Worms there are seven angels 
with the faces of the Kaiser's 
children, each after a likeness 
taken at the age of six. 


The Honest C. T. 


aE here was once an_ honest 

commercial traveller who 
called upon a City firm and 
was astonished to find that they 
had paid for a fine box of cigars which he 
was asked to accept. ‘‘ No,” said the honest 
commercial; ‘‘] understand that it is 
meant as a bribe.’ “No,” replied the 
firm ; “it issimply meantias a compliment.” 
“Well, if] take the box,” said the traveller, 
“T shall pay something.” ‘Then pay 
6d., the price of the box,” said the repre- 
sentative. The traveller put down a coin. 
The representative looked at it and 
observed, “ You have put down ts., and 
I have no change.” “ Very well, then,” 
replied the traveller, “keep the 1s. and 
send on anotlier box.” 
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THE PANTOMIME OF THE PAST 


A correspondent writes suggesting that the pantomime of to-day should revert to the lines on which the pantomime of long ago was 
run. Much of the business was done in dumb show and chiefly consisted of the harlequinade, which is what the children want 
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THE PANTOMIME OF TO-DAY 


n dumb show the pantomime of to-day is one of cackle. with 300 performers each saying or shouting something 
s and other necessary evils our correspondent thinks that the time has arrived when the pa ntomime 


of to-day, if it is to be successful, should be conducted entirely in dumb show, 
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i rang the bell. 
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Instantly the great gates flew open, and | stood in the presence of the janitor, whose face was familiar but refined. 
reminded me of the late Sir Henry Irving 


In fact, he 


The Editor of “The Tatler” begs to annotnce that he has secured from Mr, Frank Richardson a new 
setial story, which promises to be one of the most humorous and characteristic of Mr. Richardson’s works 


CHAPTERS 
THE LIGHTNING TRANSMIGRATOR. 


HE Professor was yellow, wizened, 
and hatchet-faced. 
He spoke with a twang like a 
banjo that had seen trouble. 

Also, he was an inventor. 

Further, lis name was Cyrus P. Stapp. 

Within one minute of his entrance into 
my study I had gathered these sad facts. 
He had not actually stated that he was an 
American, but he chewed his tobacco with 
a transatlantic accent. 

Said he :— 

“T am the greatest inventor that the 
world has ever known.” 

“A distinction which you share with 
every inventor who has ever knocked at 
the doors of the Bankruptcy Court,” I 
answered with all due politeness, ‘I have 
had some slight experience of inventors. 
The last one to whom I advanced money 
undertook to invent a calculating machine 
to calculate the amount of his liabilities. 
He has not yet pacheesa it. There is a 
saying to the effect that ‘Necessity is the 
mother of Invention.’ That saying has 
no market value. The actual truth is that 
Invention is the mother of Necessity . 
dire, county-court summons necessity.” 

“How’s that?” he queried. ‘ How do 
these observations bear on the case in 
hand?” 

“Tn this way, Mr. Stapp. When you 
were good enough to call on me, you saw 
fit to bring into my previously happy home 
that peculiar bundle of miscellaneous 
luggage. If you propose to leave it here 
as security for even the most trifling loan 
I want to make it quite clear to vou that 
there isn’t a million to one chance of a 
deal.” 

“Wrong,” he answered, with a side 
glance at his effects. ‘ Wrong from A to 
Z. I don’t want no loan. I just want 
you, as a deep thinker and a ripe scholar, 
to test—for your own satisfaction—the 
powers of my new invention, the LIGHTNING 
TRANSMIGRATOR. That's how.” 

“The proposition seems feasible. I am 
all attention. What does the thing do? 
Does it remove superfluous Hee from the 
cheeks and place it on the scalp 

“No, sir, it don’t,” he ne firmly. 
“Tt ain’t no one-horse scheme like that. 
see here. 

Immediately he unpacked his luggage 
and, with admirable skill, constructed a 
cross between a portable Turkish bath 
and a photographer's dark room. 

When he had finished building opera- 


tions I complimented him on the result, 
but still I failed to see light. 

“You have erected with an amount of 
zeal that cannot be too highly com- 
mended a dismal sort of summerhouse in 
my study. It is out of place here, of 
course,” I said kindly. ‘‘ Yet, under other 
circumstances and elsewhere, it might . . . 
possibly be of some possible use. 
Anyhow, what is the infernal thing?” 

“Tt is the Transmigrator.” 

“Then let it transmigrate. I have at 
present no use for it. If you know of 
anybody in Zanzibar or, indeed, anywhere 
else who requires a machine of that sort 
do not let me stand in his way. He can 
have it. I waive my prior claim.” 

The Professor stooped to. an explana- 
tion. 

This was the gist of it, punctuated by 
conscientious chewing and impressionist 
expectoration :— 

I was precisely the sort of ass necessary 
to briag this great invention to the notice 
of the public. My sense of duty (presum- 
ably as one of our leading asses) decreed 
that I should take a trial trip in the 
Transmigrator. I cduld go anywhere I 
liked, absolutely free of charge, provided 
I reported on my trip in a leading London 
journal. In fact, | was to be a sort of 
soswell to my own Columbus. 

That was the scheme. And it sounded 
good. 

“T like your idea, Professor,” said I, 
“but, just at this moment, I do not pur- 
pose leaving the model dwelling in which 
I now live. But, if ever Lucy or Nellie, 
as the case may be, consents to become 
mine, my bride and I will be charmed to 
use the Transmigrator on our honeymoon. 
I will put Lucy or Nellie into it. 

“T can’t wait until an indefinite 
woman consents to make a durned fool 
of herself,” he said, somewhat peevishly. 


Then, waving aside my thanks for his 
courteous obseryation he continued : 


“This is business. You either step into the 
machine or you do not. If you do, I fill 
it with certain gases, the secret of which 
constitutes my patent, and I then transmit 
your soul or your ego, or whatever un- 
fortunate substitute has been allotted to 
you in place of a brain, to any locality 
which you may haye previously selected.” 

slseena 

“Bright mind! You grasp that, eh? 
Well, where do you want to go?” 

“T have always had a wish to visit 


Bayswater. There are many buildings of 
great historical interest. Whiteley’s, 


” 


Marie Corelli's home—— 
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“Sakes alive!” he interrupted angrily. 
“This ain't mumbletypeg. This is 
the Transmigrator! It'll take you to 
Mars or Harriman, U.S.A., or Zululand 
or Bedford Park Bayswater ! ! ! 
Say, pull the straws out of your hair and 
talk horse sense. Why, this invention of 
mine will take you just as easy to the 
next world as to the otherside of Brooklyn 
Bridge or the smartest part of Harlem 

Bayswater!!!” 

“The next world? It 
that?” 

“ Why, certainly!” 

“ Book me for a return trip.” 

For a moment he was pensive. 
he spoke :— 

“T shouldn't go just now, if I was you. 
You'd only find near relatives who've just 
died—which would be painful—and old- 
timers like Napoleon H. Bonaparte and 
Julius B. Caesar and such like has-beens. 
No. See the world fifty years hence. I 
should if | was you.” 

“ Perhaps you are 
“T am not keen. 
poned.” 

“Not so. Far from it. You can step 
into the Transmigrator now and you can 
see the next world as it will be fifty years 
hence. The ‘Transmigrator annililates 
time just as easy as it annihilates space 

3 


really can do 


Then 


right,’ I answered. 
This. journey is post- 


“And probability?” f queried. 

iaUStESON = Steprin-s, 

“One moment.” 

I rang the bell for my second foot- 
man (the second who had entered my ser- 
vice since the parlourmaid declined to do 
all the work). 

“ Joseph, if I do not ring the bell again 
in two hours’ time, summon the police and 
have this professor arrested for my murder. 
My corpse, which you will—I trust—easily 
identify, will be found in the portable 
‘Turkish bath. Provide the professor with 
a spittoon and lock the door from the 
outside.” 

Then I stepped jauntily into the in- 
fernal stele 

The rest was silence, suttoee Hon and 
facile belief in the absolutely incredible. 


CHAPTER II. 

THE GATES OF THE INFERNO, 
RANG the bell. Instantly the great 
gates flew open, and I stood in the 
presence of the janitor, whose face 
was familiar but refined. In fact, 

he reminded me of the late Sir Henry 
Irving. 
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The New Inferno—cont. 


Said he with a slight Italian accent :-— 

“Name, please ?”’ 

I mentioned mine. He searched a 
great ledger. Then, somewhat puzzled, 
he said :-— 

“There must be some mistake. 
are here already. 
age of fifty-four.” 

“That may be,” I replied, “ but I have 
just come from London—the neighbour- 
hood of Baker Street, to be exact—by 
means of a new American patent. I have 
not come as a resident but rather as a 
tourist to take a look round the 
place.” 

At the word, American, he winced ; at 
the word, tourist, he shuddered. 

“The Americans have turned us up- 
side down. The place used to be quite 


: c You 
You died in 1935 at the 


aE 


“Thope so, It is, | presume, my duty to 
explain our system to you as a non-resi- 
dent. In this institution, if I may so 
style it, all the inhabitants do precisely 
those things which they did not do when 
on earth. Actors are dramatic: critics. 
Dramatic critics become stage - players. 
And so forth and so on. But you will be 
shown oyer by a competent guide. This 
much you must understand. Ours is an 
age of amalgamation. And Heaven and 
Hell have been amalgamated—to the eye 
of the spectator at least. Each man does 
what he left undone in his previous 
existence. In so doing he is happy or he 
is miserable. But he alone knows which. 
In his heart he knows whether he is in 
Heaven or in Hell, and he keeps 
the secret.” 


THE: TAT LER 


By Frank Richardson. 


would be a real pleasure to hear you quote 
from yourself.” 

“Impossible. There is not a single line 
in the whole of my ‘ Divine Comedy’ that 
is strictly accurate about this place. As 
a Baedeker the D.C. is a complete failure. 
But no doubt you are anxious to see the 
premises.” 

He touched an electric bell. Imme- 
diately there appeared a man, masked, 
wearing a cowl and robe that entirely 
concealed his identity. 

“Show this gentleman round,” said 
Dante. 

-As I turned to the guide the shrill 
voice of a shrew called :— 

“ Dante, Dante !”’ 

Wearily he answered, ‘‘ Coming, Bea- 


: 


1 . + 1 ’ 
trice ; coming. 


Joseph, if | do not ring the bell again in two hours’ time, summon the police and have this professor arrested for my murder” 


delightful until we catered for them. What 
with elevators and electric cars the Inferno 
is not what it was. And your tourists 
have destroyed my country.” 

‘Have I the pleasure of addressing 
Dante?” 

“You have. And thank you, sir, for 
not calling me Dant. On his arrival here 
the Emperor Roosevelt alluded to me as 
Janitor Dant. It was not pleasant.” 

“So I should think. And you are em- 
ployed as janitor?” 

“And also asa sort of 
bureau. 1 am_ practically 
Sée2.”” 

“A most efficient officer I 
say.” 

With a touch of sadness he replied, 


information 
‘Inquiries.’ 


should 


” 


““And you, illustrissimo ? 

“That is a question you must never 
ask. This much is sufficient for you. I 
am Dante Alighieri, servant and singer 
from of old, and here I see my Beatrice 
night and day. Even in the twentieth 
century, even in the neighbourhood of 
Baker Street, it is not, | suppose, forgotten 
that I wrote an entirely inaccurate and 
fantastic guide to the Inferno. For which 
reason I have been appointed to this post, 
and it is my duty (my pleasure also) to 
tell the entire truTH about this ‘hole of 
sorrow. I beg your pardon; that is an 


entirely inaccurate quotation . from 
myself.” 

~ “Oh, Messer Dante, pardonme .. . 
that is a quotation from Rossetti. But it 


It 


Bee was horrible 
the limit, the extreme edge. 

How old man Dante could ever have 
taken the slightest interest in this extremely 
adipose contadina was a mystery to me. 
She had a face like the corner of a street 
on a wet Sunday and a figure like a pin 
cushion that had seen better days. 

But I have always noticed that brainy 
men haye poor taste in their love affairs. 
Still, Signor Alighieri was such a refined- 
looking old chap that it seemed incredible 
he should ever have had his name coupled 
with Bee's. 

Anyhow, he appeared to be having a 
frightfully bad time of it. 

She told him a lot of home truths. 

I am truly sorry for old man Dante. 

(To be continued) 
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Lord Burnham as a Host. 

EW hosts are better able to provide 
King Edward -with an. entertaining 
day than Lord Burnham, the popu- 
lar proprietor of “The Daily Tele- 

graph.” Certainly those who ‘have, the 
honour of an’ invitation’ to. Hall. Barn, 
Lord Burnham's place, always speak. of 
His Majesty—if it-is not lése-majesté to say 
so—as being “all smiles’ when’ the guest 
of the ge njal baron. 


Entertaining the King and ‘ree 
‘his week the King and Queen will be 
the guests of the Duke and Duchess 
of Devonshire, when a ‘large: party: will 
assemble at Chatsworth to..meet: their 
Majesties. There will be several days’ 


PRINCESS EUDOXIA 


attle froz 


THE KING AND QUEEN OF ENGLAND 


aE 


ava. 
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Plying the Rod. 
Pre. Duke is a very keen fisherman and 
is almost regularly accompanied by 
his wife; when, he goes angling’ she sits 
on the bank while he plies the: rod, and 
together. they ramble on foot over the 
neighbourhood, nearly always. talking to 
an intermittent accompaniment of amused 
laughter as they go. ‘‘ Happiest of all is 
the man happily married,” remarked the 
duke one evening recently, and it was 
generally apparent that he alluded to 
himself. 


Lady Londesborough. 

Lord and Lady Londesborough are stay- 
ing at B lankney Hall, Lincolnshire, 

where they are entertaining for covert 


PRINCE CYRIL 


, Of he reopening. of 


IN THE BALKANS 
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The Duke of Portland. 
the Druce-Portland 


case is being much discussed just 
now, and makes one turn one’s attention 
to the present bearer of the title of Duke 
of Portland. He seems tobe one of those 
favoured mortals upon whom Fortune has 
showered) some of her choicest > gifts. 
Twenty-seven years ago the: duke was 
Mr. Cavendish-Bentinck of the Coldstream 
Guards, a young officer not by any means 
blessed with ‘an over- plentiful supply of 
this world’s goods. One morning he woke 
up :to find himself Duke of Portland, with 
an income running into six figures and 
owner of half-a-dozen magnificent’ re- 
sidences. Soon after he was made Master 
of the Horse by Queen Victoria. 


PRINCESS NADEJDA 


According to an Austrian newspaper Prince Ferdinand of Bulgaria's four children have just paid a pretty compliment to the British Royal Family by appearing 
at a juvenile fancy-dress ball, given by themselves to the ‘‘society children of Sofia,” as King Edward and Queen Alexandra, and the King and Queen of 


Spain. 


Little Princess Eudoxia (who will be eight on January 5) successfully posed as Queen Alexandra of England. 


Prince Cyril (who celebrated his 


eleventh birthday on Guy Fawkes Day) represented King Alfonso of Spain, and little Princess Nadejda, who strangely enough is exactly to a day five years 
younger than her brother Boris (who represented King Edward), is said to have made a charming Queen Victoria Eugénie 


shooting, and the usual amateur theatricals 
will take place on one evening during the 
royal visit. The performance will:consist 
of two short plays in which) Mrs; Willie 
James, Miss Muriel Wilson, Lord-Duncan- 
non, and, Mr. A. J. Scott Gatty will: play 
the principal parts. 
& t% te 

The Lord and Lady of Chatsworth. 
‘Tre Duke and Duchess of Devonshire 

are almost ideal. entertainers; they 
have an invaluable way of knowing how 
to make up parties, every member of which 
isseen to advantage and appreciated by 
the rest. Everyone knows the charming 
romance which culminated in the marriz ige 
of the Duke of Devonshire and the widow 
of the late Duke of Manchester, but every- 
one does not know how happy that union 
has proved, 


shooting. They alternate between this 
and the beautiful Yorkshire seat of Londes- 
borough Park. - Lady Londesborough ‘is a 
sister, of. the Earl of Westmorland} and is 
one of the most important hostesses and 
one of the most beautiful women of the 
day. 
s 

A Sporting Countess. 
if ady Londesborough is very tall. She 

~ has a: wealth of beautiful golden 
hair and bright blue eyes that make her 
a ‘noticeable figure wherever she goes. 
She is very fond of entertaining and has 
well kept up the hospitable traditions of 
Londesborough Lodge. In the hunting 
field she rides straighter than most women. 
She married Lord Londesborough when 
he was Viscount Raincliffe, thirteen years 
before he succeeded to the earldom. 
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His Wife. 
“The duke was married’in 1899 to the 
beautiful daughter of Mr. Dallas- 
Yorke of Walmsgate, and the King and 
Queen were both present at the ceremony. 
Neither the duke nor his wife are fond of 
so-called smart society, and are only at 
their town house in Grosvenor Square just 
to fulfil very urgent social obligations. 


His Horses. 
AS everyone knows the Duke of Portland 
owns a famous racing stud, and hus 
horses. at Welbeck enjoy all the luxuries 
that the most exacting of equine creatures 
could wish for. ‘The stables are veritable 
palaces of luxury, built with a lavish dis: 
regard for expenditure and large enough 
to accommodate a hundred horses. 
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HEARD THE LYRIC. 


By Will Owen. 
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Super (explaining his part to stage carpenter): Then | ’ave to appear surprised and say ‘Great Scott ”—I mean ‘‘ Gadzooks” 
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kk POLICE. By Charles Ince. 


A. POINT FOR T 


When flying machines fly, what about the speed limit? 
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MANAGING WIFE. By Lewis Baumer. 


- Bavee a 


2 { 


Elderly Croesus (who has married a young wife): | don’t mind telling you, old man, that at first there were ructions ; but 
things are going swimmingly now because I’ve found the way to manage her, my boy 

Friend : Congratulate you, old man. How did you do it? 

Elderly Croesus: Always let her have absolutely her own way in everything / 
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INDEPENDENCE. By H. M. Bateman. 


“Oh, | tell yo he’s a most independent bounder; simply will not act under five bob a week” 
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MISS ZENA 
DARE 


Miss Dare is a 
most striking 
example of 
rapid stage 
success, It 
seems only 
yesterday since 
she was at 
school in 
Brussels, She 
has just given 
up her favourite 
part of Angela : 
in ‘‘ The Catch | 
ft 
i 


of the Season ’” 
to play the 
title-role of 
“* Peter Pan’? 
in the Christmas 
production of 
that piece at 
Manchester 


Bassano 
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Ellis & Walery 


MISS PAULINE CHASE 


Peter Pan—the dear, lovable Peter Pan—is once more with us at the Duke of York's Theatre. Mr. J. M. Barrie’s beautiful 

phantasy of child life has lost none of its charm, and the opening of the third season more than ever showed us the beauty and 

magic of the dramatist’s art. In Miss Pauline Chase we have a new Peter Pan, and she is a worthy successor of Miss Nina 
Boucicault and Miss Cecilia Loftus 
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MISS PAULINE CHASE—A CHILDREN’S HERO 


If anything Miss Hilda Trevelyan as the lovable Wendy in ‘‘Peter Pan’ plays more delightfully than ever. The play was 

received with tremendous enthusiasm the other night, and every child, young and old, should renew acquaintance with it. 

Mr. Gerald du Maurier as Jas. Hook, the pirate captain, is, as ever, inimitable. Those who fail to see ‘‘Peter Pan” will miss 
one of the most appealing plays ever put upon the stage 


a a 


Ellis & Walerz 
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CAN be quite 
frank with you 
then?” 

Mrs. Allen- 

Marchmont put the 

question with half-closed eyes which looked 
anything but frank. 

“TF you please,” said Lady Arne. 

They lolled in their chairs and ex- 
amined each other cititically, but with 
approval. Nature had been the more 
bountiful to the elder woman, but Mrs. 
Marchmont’s unerring eye for effect had 
redressed the balance : age ainst her. 

“Who is the man?” asked Lady Arne 
quietly. 

The other countered. 

“T want to know yours first.” 

“My dear Lucy !’ 

Mrs. Allen-Marchmont winced. 
preferred being called Lucille. 

“T must know that first,” she insisted ; 

“that is, i must HO who he is not.” 


Lady Aue 


hand. 

“Oh dear!” she sighed. 
that I’ve been poaching.” 

“No; I don’t think so, 

“ Jane, please dear. 
Jane.” 

“T know, but Janette is so much 
prettier. Still, let it be Jane. Now tell 
me. You don’t care for Lord Arne?” 

““My dear!” 

The intonation was enough to make 
Lucille Allen-Marchmont revile her own 
too-ready tongue for its suburban gau- 
cherie. To suggest that an acknowledged 
beauty was in love with her own husband 


She 


held up a Bee 
“Don’t say 
but Janette 


I was christened 


was indeed a provocative innuendo, She 
hastened to make amends. 
“Tm sorry for being silly, dear. Of 


course you're not, so i. may as well tell 
you at once that the man is Lord Arne?’ 

“ Bill!” mused Jane quietly; but the 
intonation this time was non-committal. 

“Well?” queried Lucille. 

“Well?” said Jane. 

The confessor was forced to proceed. 

“You're sure you're not hurt or angry? 
I hate a dirty trick, you know; though, of 
course, [’m doing an unusual thing.” 

“ Doing?” : 

“Saying, 1 mean. We only knew for 
a certainty last niglit, so you see I've told 
you at once. But remember, Janette— 
Jane—nothing that lever chance to find 
out about you will he ever learn from 


” 


me, 


“Thank you, dear,” said Lady Arne 
simply. 
“ But do tell me that you really, really 


don’t mind.” 

“Tm really glad that things are as 
they are.” 

And this time, despite a pair of very 
acute ears, Mrs. Marchmont learnt abso- 
Bey Boe from the tone of voice. 
Be the ane of any trace of vexation 

reassured her, and she went on :— 

“Of course, I shall have to be discreet.” 

“You can leave that to Bill.” 

Lucy’s. eyebrows asked the question, 
“ How do you mean?” 

“On every previous occasion, 
Jane emphatically, “he has been 
cretion itself.” : 

“Oh!” gasped Lucy involuntarily. 


” replied 
dis- 


Fomphasis now gave way to pride. 


“You've never heard a_ breath 
against him?” 
“Never,” faltered Lucy. 


“And never will. Not one of those 
women can say that Bill was careless of 
their good name.” 

Mrs. Allen-Marchmont’s eyes were 
tight-closed now, and the furniture was 
dancing before them. A remark was 
clearly experics of her, and she could 
think of nothing better to say than, “ And 
he told you of them all?” 

“Perfect discretion,’ replied Lady 
Arne, “is only attained by perfect co- 
operation.’ 

Lucy could stand it no longer. What 
she had chosen to dignify with the w ord, 
love, turned instantly to hate. She flung 
herself out of the chair and angtily con- 
fronted Lord Arne’s wile. 

“How dare he?” she cried. 

“THe surely didn’t tell you that you 
were the only one?” said Jane sympa- 


thetically. 

“No, not exactly that ; 
tually say so, but——” 

“Oh, “then you thought he was on the 
verge of his first fall: Did you try to help 
him?” 

Lucy went back to her chair and care- 
less of appearances buried her face in the 
big cushion. Meekness or its equivalent 
had now succeeded anger. 

“Tell me one thing more, Jane. Is 


he didn’t ac- 


there anyone else. Now — at this 
moment 2” 
“ Yes,’ said Lady Arne. 


“6 


Absolutely sure aes 

‘** Absolutely 

“Do you think she knows about me?” 

“ A certain amount I should say.” 

Then Mrs. Marchmont’s virtue returned 
and she rose up flushing. She raised 
dramatic hand and declaimed, ‘‘ She must 
be a horrid woman.” 


hen she left to write a few lines to his 
lordship, and she left so hurriedly that 
she forgot to kiss her Janette good-bye. 
But as that door closed on her Jane Arne 
opened another. 
“Come in here, Bill, | must speak to 
you at once.” 
An athletic man with an open, boyish 
face obeyed her. 
“Tve just given that silly little Lucy 
Marchmont a lesson, and I’ve had to take 
terrible liberties with your character to 


do it.” 

Then she became serious. 

“Oh, Bill, what have you said to 
loseee, 

“My dear, I tried to tell you last 
night and you would do nothing but 
laugh. You made me feel such a fool 
that I shut up. Please hear me now. I'm 
going to say a cowardly thing but a true 
one. I give you my word——” 

“No. you won't. I'll say it for you. 


You were led on to make a fool of your- 
self and you hadn't the pluck to draw 
back. Oh you men! You'd rather a 
hundred times be convicted of gallantry 
than of prudery. Even the best of you.” 


“Jane, dear, honestly I don’t know 
why she should have favoured me 
with——” 


“You blind old Bose: Her promotion 
from Balham to Park Lane has been too 
sudden. She’s been fed on plays and 
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novels in which the one set dish is the 
conjugal frailty of the. aristocracy, and 
she wants to be quite in the mode. 
You're a noble lord and so you are 
selected Hoe the rvéle of the other man.” 
Bills Poanen 
“Write me down a silly fool, Jane. 
I simply can’t tell you how sorry I am on 
your account that——”’ 
“No; I’m glad. She really has the 
oS which isso glibly assumed to be 
the special property of the middle class, 
and though she was doing her best to get 
rid of it she showed signs of a struggle. 


*She’s had a lesson cheap and _ she'll “pull 


through.” 

“Oh,” sighed Bill. “It's an awlul 
thing to bea peer. It'll be worse still if 
we let the trams come into London. 
But,’ he added as his handsome wife let 
him kiss her, “there are compensations, 
you know.” 
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When Queen Anne was Marie Lloyd. 
r. Pett Ridge, whose clever stories are 
well known to-THe TAT Ler readers, is 
always amusing. One of his latest anec- 
dotes is about a London young man who 
was once taking his country cousin about 
onan omnibus. He desired to impress her 
with the completeness of his knowledge, 
and accordingly he pointed out the Houses 
of Parliament as Charing Cross Station, 
Charing Cross Station as the Law Cour ts, 
and so on. As the ‘bus went up Ludgate 
Hill the girl looked down on the statue of 
Queen Anne and asked, “Who is that?” 
The young man hesitated for the first time 
and exclaimed, “ Well, really, I believe you 
have got me there.” The "bus driver had, 
however, been listening to the interesting 
conyersation, and he whispered, ‘ Don’t 
lose heart, my lad; tell her it’s Marie 
Lloyd.” 
The One Intelligent Listener. 
r. Pett Ridge traces the life of the 
suburban daughter to the time when 
she attend ed lectures.“ And this reminds 
me,’ *said Mr. Pett Ridge a few days ago, 
“of an incident at a lecture delivered ‘by 
Professor Huxley, at which only one young 
lady showed any signs of appreciation or 
attention. She took careful notes, nodded 
frequently, and at the end went up and 
thanked Huxley and said how much she 
had enjoyed the address. Huxley said, ‘ 
can assure you that it isa great pleasure 
that I have had one intelligent person’ to 
lecture to.’ ‘ Well,’ said the young lady, 
“of course, | am exceptionally placed 
because 1 know a good deal about this 
subject. But there was one point which 
you did not make clear—did you say that 
the cerebellum was inside or outside the 
head ?’” 


Romance Gets a Fall. 


“Lhe young man had just rescued a maid 
from a watery grave. The maid’s 


father approached and with deep feeling 
said, “It was a brave act, sir; you saved 


my daughter at the peril | of your life. 
How can I ever repay you ?’ 

The answer staggered him :’ “ Would 
ten bob be too much, guv’nor?” 


